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And the finch sings cheerily, And the wren sings merrily, But the lark sings trancedly.
Silv'ry birch-trunks rise in air And beneath the birch-tree there Grows a yellow flower fair.
Many flowers grow around And about me is the sound Of the dead leaves on the ground.
Yea, I fell asleep last night When the moon at her full height Was a lovely3 lovely sight.
I have had a troubled dream As I lay there in the beam Of the moon a sudden gleam
Of a white dress shot by me Yea the white dress frighted me Flitting by the aspen tree.
Suddenly it turned round With a weary moaning sound Lay the white dress on the ground
There she knelt upon her knees There, between the aspen trees O! the dream right dreary is.
With her sweet face turned to me Low she moaned unto me That she might forgiven be.raced to her influence: and it was through her poetry that he became acquainted a little later with that of her husband, to whom he frankly owned his obligations, and of whom in succeeding years he wrote as " high among the poets of all time, and I scarce know whether first or second in our own."
